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it in some way, for all through the winter it
has ached and it often bleeds a little/'

"But they could give you some cotton wool
or something to put in it?" I said.

He smiled a poor wan smile:

"If you think one dare disturb a doctor or a
warder for an earache, you don't know much
about a prison; you would pay for it. Why,
Frank, however ill I was now," and he lowered
his voice to a whisper and glanced about him
as if fearing to be overheard, "however ill I
was I would not think of sending for the doctor.
Not think of it," he said in an awestruck voice.
"I have learned prison ways."

"I should rebel," I cried; "why do you let
it break the spirit?"

"You would soon be broken, if you rebelled,
here. Besides it is all incidental to the System.
The System! No one outside knows what that
means. It is an old story, I'm afraid, the story
of man's cruelty to man."

"I think I can promise you," I said, "that
the System will be altered a little. You shall
have books and things to write with, and you
shall not be harassed every moment by punish-
ment."

"Take care," he cried in a spasm of dread,
putting his hand on mine, "take care, they
may punish me much worse. You don't know